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ETERNITY 


| cry out in fear 

It's cold and it's dark 
Maybe, l'm lost 
Maybe, l'm dead 
Maybe, I'm a ghost 


Do you hear what | hear? 


The whispers of Eternity! 


"Kirk!" Lars! mouth was close to Kirk's right ear. His voice merely was a whisper. "Kirk!" 

In addition, he elbowed Kirk who laid beside Lars. 

"Kirk!" 

Kirk didn't react in any way. He gave no sound. 

Lars got furious but tried to stay calm. And silent. But he grourd his teeth. He felt his pulse race. 
"KIRK!" he finally and sharply hissed into Kirk's ear. 

Now, there was low moan. It didn't sound pleased. Then, again nothing further happened. 

Lars elbowed Kirk once more. Harder. 

"K-I-R-K!" he hissed. "Wake up, fucker!" 

There was another moan, then, Kirk sighed deeply while he turned around to face Lars. 

"WHAT?" 

Kirk hated to get woken in the middle of the right. 

"Ssshhh! Not so loud!" Lars hastily whispered. "Not so loud. It ... it might be .. dangerous." 
"Dangerous?" Kirk yawned. "What do you mean with ‘dangerous’?" 

Lars had anticipated Kirk's next move and held him back from switching on the light the very last moment. 


"Lars, what do you want?" Kirk sounded a little impatient. "It must ... it must be in the dead of night ... or 


worse, two in the morning." 


"Kirk, there's something going on, something very wrong, something very, very wrong," Lars whispered in a 


hurry. 
"Something wrong?" 
"Yes! | can FEEL it!" Lars’ cold fingers on Kirk's arm trembled. 


"Oh, my poor Larsie," Kirk now cooed. "You just had a nightmare, thats all. A bad, bad nightmare! You shouldn't 


always eat so much popcorn before we use to go to bed .." 


"| didn't have a nightmare, Kirk, | swear, and | didn't eat any popcorn before bed. You fucking know that. Its ... 
it's .. its icy cold all around us ... | feel frozen to ice. To black and deep ice .. Don't you feel that, too? It's all 


around us." 


Kirk shrugged and slightly shook his head with the long dark curls. Lars looked in his lover's pale and beautiful 


face. Kirk didn't move, and his eyes were nearly shut. 


All of a sudden, he opened his dark eyes. Lars briefly noticed a glimpse of some deep red glow there inside. It 
vanished as fast as it had shown up. Then, Kirk slowly turned his head to look at the window. It was pitch black 


outside the house. 
"Stay, where you arel" he ordered and slid out of bed without a sound. 


Lars had wanted to grip Kirk's arm, but Kirk was too fast for Lars' shaking fingers. He gave a low whimper. 
The bed felt cold as ice, too. Lars was out of breath, just by sitting in the bed. He didn't see Kirk in the dark, 
but knew that Kirk was standing at the window, watching the blackness outside. 


"What's going on?" Lars finally whispered as he wasn't able to stand the silence any longer. 


Kirk's long dark curls gave a soft sound as Kirk turned his head to look at Lars for a moment. Now, a dark red 


glow clearly emanated from the depth of his eyes. 


"There's a raven, sitting on this old ash tree over there," he calmly told Lars, then he went on to look outside. 


"Without a move." 
Lars nearly got hysterical. 


"This ash tree isn’t just ‘over there’, Kirk .. It must be three or four miles away from the house, where he 
stands, and you can't see the tree from this distance, not to mention all the other large trees all around this 
tree, and it's pitch-black outside, but you wanna make me believe in an also pitch-black raven, sitting on a 


fucking ash tree four miles away, whom you ..” 


Kirk turned around and slowly approached his and Lars' bed, while he quietly recited a poem: 


"He's there 
Sparkling eyes of black 
The Raven of the Dead 


He's Nevermore 


He'll stay 
To watch his prey 


The Raven of the Doomed 


He's Nevermore 


He'll wait 
Suggesting: Follow Mel 
The Raven's name - so it is said - 


Means ever .. Nevermore!" 


Kirk had reached the bed, and now, Lars cried out in fear. He tried to get out of the bed but without chance. 


Kirk's long cold fingers already closed around Lars' arm. Lars shook all over. 


"His name IS Nevermore," Kirk said, then paused. "And as far as | can remember, | didn't give the fucker 


permission to hang around our ash tree and to stare at our house in the dead of night." 


His fingers were off Lars’ arm in a nanosecond, and next Lars heard the main entrance door of their house got 


ripped open in fury. 


He quickly left the bed and ran over at the window, staring outside. In the lights of the entrance Lars just got 


a glimpse of Kirk's shadow, vanishing in the dark in a split second. 
Suddenly, the shrill cry of a bird was to hear. It broke just the next second. 
Silence. 


Lars still stood beside the window, shaking, nearly out of his mind, as Kirk reentered their bedroom, closing the 
door behind him, switching on the lights. 


"Oh, my poor baby," he pitifully said. "My poor, poor baby!" 


Blood tripped from his little vampire's fangs on his bloodred lower lip, and Kirk licked his fangs and lips by the 
tip of his tongue, looking very satisfied. He smiled lazily. 


Lars kept staring at his vampire lover without a word. Kirk just wore a black satin sheet of their bed. He 
arranged the folds of it a little better around his hips to look best, after that his long mane of beautiful dark 


curls. Then, he looked back at his mortal lover. 


"l'm so sorry, darling. You must have been in so much fear. As | said | hadn't given permission to this fucking 
Raven Nevermore to show up," Kirk told his lover. "So, it wasn't nice of him to leave his fucking underworld 
and to be stupid enough to watch a vampire's home. WITHOUT my permission, as | want to add once more. So, | 


had to let him know who's master and who's just a symbol of Death what has to know his place.’ 


Now, he noticed Lars’ stares at his bloody fangs and lips, and he quickly smiled. 


"l'Il be back in a moment, my poor darling," he said and went over to the bathroom. 


Lars heard him shower, at the same time brushing his teeth to get them clean, so that his fangs would be as 


flawlessly white as they used to be. 


In the meantime, Lars crawled back into their bed inside to get warmer. Now, he felt the warmness of the 


cushions and blankets, what was still there. He cuddled deep inside. 


Kirk came back, now wearing pajamas. He went over to the little bar inside their bedroom and filled a glass by 
a good quantum of their finest, 2I years old, single highland malt whisky. As he also slipped into the bed, he 
passed the glass to Lars. 


"You better have some large sips of this," he said. "You are still much too pale and, also, in shock, and you 
have to relax and to warm up your sweet body. | don't want to see you so weak and in shock .. And it's over, 


now. It's over." 


Lars quickly drank enough of the whisky to feel the warmth come back into his body. Then, he put the glass at 
the bedside table, Kirk switched off the lights and took Lars in his arms. His vampire's body was cold, but Lars 
just felt warmth whenever he laid in Kirk's arms, cuddling up to him. Kirk kissed him by soft little kisses all 


over Lars' face. 


"Try to sleep, again, darling," he whispered. There was a short pause, then Kirk added: "By the way, Halloween is 


over.” 


